Desert in Flower
to look round at the world's loveliness wliicli motoring
in die East so frequently provides.
There was an indescribable delight of freedom in this
grassy land, swelling and sinking like English downs.
The lines tracing out old camping places, the ruts of the
Baghdad railway which the Germans had laid out, were
marked in flowers. Tulips like little flames began to show
in the grass, though it was still early for them. Anemones,
iris, a blue amaryllida like a small lily, and a black arum
with a peculiarly unpleasant smell which apparently
attracts flies, grew everywhere. Now and then the fore-
ground shimmered blue like mist as we drove through a
region of periwinkles; and nearer the ground a thousand
tiny varied flowers filled every available space.
There is a ruin or two and the broken remains of a
bridge at the place which once was Balad, and as one there
turns north one still comes upon a few poor hovels near
the ancient mounds, a continuous though shrunken stream
of life on these vanished sites.
Towards the end of the war a great misery walked this
road. The Armenians were made to come down here,
driven by the Turks to their "White Death of hunger by
the way. The many who died were never counted or
known.
We are so firmly brought up in our childhood on the
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